CHAPTER VII
WHETHEE owing to the vinegar or the attacks of an
enterprising mosquito, the bruise on the shin of the
Chief of the Secret Police grew worse during the next
twenty-four hours. Its owner, developing a slight
temperature, was confined to his room by the doctor,
and Archibald found himself with spare time in plenty
at his disposal. He spent the hottest part of the
following days in the small bedroom allotted to him
at the top of the house, busying himself with reading
the paper, polishing his teeth, watering the straw-
berries, and practising the smile. From this retreat,
when the sun was sinking and the air had grown
cooler, he came forth late one afternoon and sauntered
into the town.
It was a mighty place, owned, folk said, by lie
Chinese and Roman Catholic communities, but ob-
viously possessed by a multitude of young men,
varying in colour from ebony to plain white, and of
about the same age as himself. There were thousands
of these young men about, driving round the broad
red laterite roads in rickshas behind the padding feet
of half-naked, sweating Chinese pullers, congregated
thick on the side walks, thicker in the bars of the
hotels. As yet Archibald did not know any of them.
From their keen eyes he felt that they recognized him
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